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Jlewinnc our ancient right in France againc' s 
Or dye a fouldier as I liu’d a King, 

Glo. Short fummers likely haue a forward fpringf 
Enter young Torke } l ladings jCardinall. 

Tuc. Now in good time,heere comes the Duke of Torlt 
Erin, Richard of Torke howfares our noble brother : ^ ‘ 
TwvWellmydeare Lord :fomuft I call you now. 
Frin:! brother to our griefe , as it is yours : 
loo late he died that might haue kept this Title 
.Which by bis death hath loft much maiefty, 

Gl«, How faires our coufen noble Lord of?VK 
For. T thanke you gentle 'Vncle jOmy Lord , ' " 

You laid that idle weeds are faft in growth ; 

I he Prince my brother hath ouer, growne me’farrc. 

Cjlo. Hee hath my -Lord»f 
For. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Oh tny fairecoufen T muft notfay Co. 
df r ’ _?^ cn ^ ie is more beholding to you then I. 

Glo. He may command me as my foueramne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman ° 

Tor. I pray you vncle giue me this Da^er 
Glo. My Dagger little coufen, withail my heart. 

J nn, A begger brother ? 

Ter. OfWkind Vncle that Iknowwillgiue 
And being but a toy which is nogift, to giue 
Glo*, A greater gilt then that He giue my coufen. 

Tor. A greater gift , O thats the Sword to it, 

Glo. 1 gentle coufen were it light enough. 

Tor. O then i 1 fee you will part but with light gifts 
in weightier things youlc fay a begger nay. * § i ' 
Glo Ins to weighty f or y o U r gra?e to vveare. 

Tor. I weigh it lightly were it heauier, 

> o. Whatwould you hauemy weaponiittle Lorcl. 

Erin. My L. of Torke will ftill becrofle in talkc : 
^^C graCe ^ n °, Wes hovv to beare with him- 

vi : ,Y °T e ™ t0 bcareme > not to bearc with me'- 
V ncle 3 my brother mockes both you and me, * 
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t// Richard the Third. 

r^aufe that I am little like an Ape. 

Knkes that youfltould bearcmeoncyoor flio alders. 

A«r.With what a fharpe prouided withe reaions, 

To mitigate the fcorne he giucs his vncle, 

H'* oretely and aptly taunts himfelfe : 

So cunning and fo young is woods All. 

Glo. My Lo. wilt pleafe you pafle along ? 

Mv fclfe and my good coufin Buckingham, 

Will to your mother, -to intreat ofher 
To meet you at the Tower, and welcome y ou. 
r#r. What will’y ou go vnto the Tower my Lord; 
yr/«.My Lord protcdlcr will haue it lo. 

Tor. I fhall not fleepe in quiet at the 1 ower. 

Glo. Why what ihould you feare? 

Tor. Marry my vnc\c Clarence angry gholt : 

Mv granam told me, he was murdred there, 

Prin.l feare no vncles dead. 

G/o.Nor none thatliue,rhope. 

Pm. And if they liuc,I hope I need not feare. 

But come my Lord, with a heauy heart 
Thinking on them, goe I vnto the Tower. 

Exeunt Prin .Tor. Haft. D or. Manet B .ffyP uc, 
B«c.Tninkeyou my L. this little prating Tor kg. 

Was nct incenced by his fubtile mother , 

To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo . No doubt, no doubt, O tis a perlous boy, 

r.old,quicke,ingenious,forward,capable. 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe. 

##r. Well let them reft: come hither Cate shy. 

Thou art fworn as deeply toeffeft what weintend 
As clolely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgd vponthe way z 
W bat thinkeft thou, is it not an eafie matter 
To make William L, Mailings of our mind. 

For the inftalment of this nobleDuke, 

In the fc ate royall of this famous lie ? 

Cat . He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he-will not be wonne to ought againft him. 
Stic.Yllm thinkeft thou then of Stanley, what will he ' 
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